SOME LETTERS OF
empyrean. My work has been heavier so far than I fondly hoped it would be, and I can see little chance ahead for sleeping on Latmos. I experience aching diastoles,1 however, and that is the great thing to my thinking. To be a poet is a much better thing than to write poetry — out here at least, watched by these wide horizons, beckoned to by these swift streamers of victorious sunset. After the fall term my work will be lighter, then I shall try a night out, on a bed of lunary. .
I have just had a letter from------, air rarified,
sky greyish, with half-hints of opal and dove's breast, a confused twittering from the hedges, not unpleasing. Tenuous, but tense, like a harp string in the treble.
W. V. M.
To Josephine Preston Peabody
[Autumn, 1895.]
Tell you about it? Doth the wind know its wound, wherefore it groaneth? It is only an affliction of the stars, at least this recent bundle of pangs; they are of those that eat the hearts
1 A word we had borrowed from physiology — the dilatation of the heart in beating — and used as a name for moods of spiritual elation. See the Introduction.
34 weak vessel. Now I drool blissfully about God in his world, with occasional wadings into spumy Styx and excursions into the
